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AIRLY BEACON

AIRLY Beacon, Airly Beacon;

Oh the pleasant sight to see
Shires and towns from Airly Beacon,

While my love climbed up to me!

Airly Beacon, Airly Beacon;                             5

Oh the happy hours we lay
Deep in fern on Airly Beacon,

Courting through the summer's day!

Airly Beacon, Airly Beacon;

Oh the weary haunt for me,                         10

All alone on Airly Beacon,

With his baby on my knee!

C. Eingsky*
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THE TOYS

MY little son, who look'd from thoughtful eyes

And moved and spoke in quiet grown-up wise,

Having my law the seventh time disobeyed,

I struck him, and dismissed

With hard words and unkiss'd,                                5

His Mother, who was patient, being dead.

Then, fearing lest his grief should hinder sleep,

I visited his bed,

But found him slumbering deep,

With darken'd eyelids, and their lashes yet              10

'From his late sobbing wet.